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DALRYMPLE,

OF ORANGEFIEID.

Edinburgh^

DEAR   SIR,

I SUPPOSE the devil Is so elated with
his success with you, that he Is determined, by
a coup de main, to complete his purposes on you
all at once. In making you a poet. I broke
open the letter you sent me: hummed over the
rhymes; and, as I saw they were extempore,
said to myself^ they were very well: but when I
saw at the bottom a name that I shall ever value
with grateful respect, " I gapit wide but nae-
think spak." I was nearly as much struck as
the friends of Job, of affliction-bearing memory,
when they sat down with him seven days and
seven nights, and spake not a word.

I am naturally of a superstitious cast, and as
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